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ditary rank was of the highest; if, as there seems no
doubt, the chief source of felicity in this country is wealth,
his vast possessions and accumulated treasure could not
easily be rivalled, while he had a matchless advantage over
those who pass, or waste, their grey and withered lives in
acquiring millions, in his consummate and healthy youth.
He had bright abilities, and a brighter heart. And yet the
unknown truth was, that this favoured being, on the eve of
this critical event, was pacing his chamber agitated and
infinitely disquieted, and struggling with circumstances
and feelings over which alike he seemed to have no control,
and which seemed to have been evoked without the exercise
of his own will, or that of any other person.

* I do not think I can blame myself/ lie said ; * and I am
sure I cannot blame her. And yet------*

He opened his window and looked upon the moonlit
garden, which filled the fanciful quadrangle. The light of
the fountain seemed to fascinate his eye, and the music of
its fall soothed him into reverie. The distressful images
that had gathered round his heart gradually vanished, and
all that remained to him was the reality of Ins happiness.
Her beauty and her grace, the sweofc stillness of her
searching intellect, and the refined pathos of her disposi-
tion only occurred to him, and he dwelt on them with spell-
bound joy.

The great, clock of the Towers sounded two.

4 Ah !' said Lothair, * I must try to sleep. I have got to
BOO the Bishop to-morrow morning. I wonder what he
wants.'